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GADARENE   GALLOP

ON a day I dined with Greeks in Athens. 'What is this news
from Paris?5 they asked me, 'that, with sanctions against Italy
barely begun, your Foreign Minister Hoare and Laval between
them have concocted a plan for the partitioning of Abyssinia/

'It can't be true/ I said.

The next morning I flew over green islands in a blue Aegean
to Salonica, and they asked me the same question. 'It's bunk/
I said.

I lunched at Belgrade and heard it again, and in the train
to Budapest, where I dined with Hungarians who smiled
ironically and said, 'We told ourselves so'.

I read it in the Zagreb Morgenblatt, which said that if this news
were true the English call to the world to rally against the
aggressor had been a lamentable farce. That was what they
were thinking about England in the little capital of the Croats.

And the next day, when I lunched in Vienna, not only the
whiskers and forepaws but the whole cat was out of the bag,
and a mangy beast it was. 'Is that really your English cat?*
asked the Viennese. 'God help us, but it is', said I.

That was the beginning of the European rot, and the
responsibility for it was England's. Original sin began with
Adam, but as far as anybody is ever guilty of anything
responsibility for this was English. Everything that has
happened in Europe since derives directly from the Abyssinian
fiasco and from the failure or refusal of England to face up in
time to what was coming. The final bill that England will
have to pay for this has not yet been presented.

The mass of English people never gets a clear view of the
sequence of events, of cause and effect, of the path along which
it is being led. Too much information is withheld. Ministerial
speeches in Parliament are often smoke clouds obscuring the
facts. Within a few weeks or months Ministers of the Crown
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